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XVIII.

E, June 30, 1842.

You guessed correctly the end of the
story: the dervish was mystified by the
baker, but he did not like brown bread.

I saw in Saint Vincent church a very
pretty young woman who was making sta-
tions of the cross. Is this not the right de-
scription for the prayers that are said before
paintings representing the principal scenes
of the passion ? Her mother was near her
watching her very attentively. While taking
notes on old Byzantine columns, I asked
myself what this young girl could have done
to deserve such a penance. The case must
have been very grave. Have you become
very pious, in accordance with the present
fashion ? You must be pious for the same
reason that you wear a blue cashmere shawl.
I should be sorry if it were so; our devout-
ness in France displeases me; it is a sort of
mediocre philosophy, which comes from the
mind and not from the heart. When you
shall have seen the devoutness of the peoplech you will
